8                  London in My Time
crystalline bells and spattering hoofs. A London
with winters of slush and fog of a richer sort
than any known to-day, and summers of dust
and clam; the slush and dust being its heritage
from the horse-traffic. A London of silk hats,
frock-coats, beards, curled moustaches, "choker"
collars, leg-of-mutton sleeves, veils, bonnets,
and, threading through these gigmanities, as
herald of revolt, an execrated vixen in bloomers
riding a bicycle. A London of solid homes,
which regarded the introduction of flat-life as
something Not Quite Nice; in fact, Fast. A
London in which the head of the house still
carved the joint at his Sunday table in the
presence of his six or seven sons and daughters.
A London of low buildings against which Queen
Anne's Mansions was a sky-scraper. A London
of lost comers; of queer nooks and rookeries;
of curling lanes and derelict squares, unknown
to the rest of London, and often, it seemed, for-
gotten by their local Councils. A London which,
away from the larger streets, held pools of utter
darkness, and terraces of crumbling caverns, and
infinitudes of mist which called one as surely as
the ranges to penetrate their fastness. A London
whose roads were mainly granite setts, and
therefore a London of turmoil and clatter. A
London in which the more prosperous business
men drove to their offices in their broughams.
A London in which the first cars were appearing,